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than I can tell you.' 'I am sure/ she said, 'they can't be worth keep-
ing now. They must be withered long ago/ 'No/ I said, 'I kept
them in water a long time and then I dried them, and they are as
sweet as ever, especially the mignonette. I shall keep them until
you give me some more/ She blushed and smiled and I don't think
she was displeased. I ought not to have said so much, but I could
not help it. She was so pretty and sweet and kind and she made
such gentle and kind allowance for my awkwardness and mistakes
in dancing, and I did love her so. She was dressed in white almost
entirely, with a faint sweet suspicion of blue, a white flower in her
bright hair and a quantity of dainty frilling and puffing almost
hiding her fair shoulders. I thought I had never seen her look
prettier.
When the quadrille was over — much too soon — she took my
arm and we went out into the cool hall. I found her a comfortable
chair screened from general observation by a beautiful azalea. She
sat down and we began to talk again. But alas, 'the course of true
love never did run smooth'. We had not been talking long, when
our seclusion was broken in upon and our happiness marred — at
least mine was — by hearing her father's voice behind us. As soon as
she heard his voice she rose, I thought in a slight and pretty con-
fusion. Then he called to her to know if she were engaged for the
next dance, and I saw she was obliged to go. So we went bacjc
together to the ball room and I scarcely saw her to speak to her
again the whole evening, except once in the gallery when we were
drinking claret cup and we had a few words together about the
Wen Allt. I should have dearly liked to ask her to dance again,
but I was afraid of getting her into a scrape and attracting people's
attention, and she was much too kind to refuse if she were not
engaged, and much too honest to pretend to be engaged when she
was not.
I got to bed at 4.30 just as dawn was breaking.
Saturday, 6 April
To-day I feel good for nothing, from the reaction after the excite-
ment of the ball last night and seeing Daisy. All the old feelings of
last September have revived again as keenly, as vividly, as ever.
The old wounds are all open and bleeding again and I can rest
nowhere in my misery.

